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NOSTALGIA
FAIE were the dreamful days of old,
"When in the summer's sleepy shade, Beneath the beeches on the wold,
The shepherds lay and gently played Music  to  maidens, who,  afraid,
Drew all together rapturously, Their white soft hands like white leaves laid,
In the old dear days of Aready.
Men were not then as they are now
Haunted and terrified by creeds, They sought not then, nor eared to know
The end thut as a magnet leads, Nor told with austere fingers beads,
Nor reasoned with their grief and glee, But rioted in pleasant meads
In the old dear days of Aready.
The future may bo wrong- or right,
The present is distinctly wrong, For life and love have lost delight,
And bitter evan is our song; And year by year gray doubt grows strong,
And death is all that Booms to dree. Wherefore with weary hearts we long
For the old dear days of Aready.
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GlorioA arid triumphs no'or shall cease, But men may aoumi tlm hotivons and sett,
One thing is lout for aycv-—the peaea
Of the old clear day* of Aready.
And so It was that I camo to settle down in a Strand lodging-house, determined to devote myselfwhen I returned from, Paris, my English terribly corrupt with French ideas and forms of thought, I could write acceptable English verse, but oven ordinary newspaper prose was beyond my reach, and an attempt I made to write a novel drifted into a miserable failure; but the following poems opened to me the doors of a first-class London newspaper, and 1 was at once entrusted with some important critical work:in Englishman ; they
